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Chorus:

If I were painted on velvet

How happy I ‘d be

Propped at the roadside

This country I ‘d see

In the van every evening

With sweet company

As a black velvet portrait

I’d finally be free

I’d finally be free

With room right beside me

For the card playing dogs

Tubs of State thimbles

And things carved from logs

I’d winter in Texas

When it’s getting cold

With all the flea markets

We’ve yet to behold.

I’d see Escher’s and Kincades

Strung out in a line

The Chachka and Crystal

All sparkle so fine

Old vinyl records with incense and rugs

We’d be strictly organic

Using herbs as our drugs.

As we blow though Missouri

Were staying on track

There’s a boatload of fireworks

Stashed in the back

But we missed out in Springfield

It fell through the cracks

Getting cartons of ciggies

With hardly no tax.

In the hot sun of Kansas

I’d soak up the rays

With a permanent smile

Worn among the displays

 I’d never perspire

But I’d never get tan

How I’d love the cool evenings  

Inside of the van

 I’d lean against Elvis 

For the swagger and sway

We’d listen to Jesus

As He taught us to pray

Sylvester and Bobby

Both show me the ropes

Just paint me on velvet

And lift all my hopes

I’d warm right to Jimmi

 His guitar all-aflame

We point to the corner

And laugh at Cobain

Flying down the freeway

Check out the glee

On the face of Gods Driver

He’s still No.3

At a bus stop near Phoenix

Ms Joplin could wail

Though Marilyn’s in black

She doesn’t look pale 

A Revolution Square pickup

And the van crammed full.

I’d go miles with the matador

As we both shoot the bull

I’d fall in with people

That create all this art

And get personal portraits

So were never apart

My wife and my Children 

Could ride on with me

Even Terry Scott Taylor

How cool could that be?
But us trendies and newbies 

Cannot stay ahead

For who can compete 

With the Ones that are dead

There’s More John than Paul out there

It’s easy to see

But just one Sir Reverend Billy

Its like he speaks right for me

With summers near Woodstock

Two weeks in Times Square

We’d hob knob with tourists

A lovely affair

Get bartered and borrowed and used as a hook

While trying to keep our most innocent look

Zigzagging back westward

We’d dump off a load

Half priced in some cornfield

As we start to feel old

To wind up in Trailers

Just offsetting rust

Or worse yet - in closets

Just gathering dust 

We pile out on the beach

Just south of L.A.

And get one last guffaw

At the dollars they’d pay

But the price tag on Jesus

May then start to fade

Out in the bright sun

Without any shade.

If I were painted on velvet

How happy I ‘d be

Propped at the roadside

This country I ‘d see

In the van every evening

With sweet company

As a black velvet portrait

I’d finally be free

I’d finally be free

… My travels are over

And it’s been quite a ride

I smile from the foyer

With the Lord by my side 

I’m in black Velvet Heaven

With my friends and me

 Hanging with Jesus

For an eternity

I’ll be hanging with Jesus

For eternity

